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By your leave Readers, 


4 loving Friends, ſince thus our caſe doth ſt and, 
That we are faln into the Printers hand, 

And have before this time been often preſt, 

To make our private meeting, publikg jeſt : 

And that we muſt endure, and be content, 

what men put on us in their merriment. 


Pray let us not be too much plaid upon: 


we met indeed, tit true, and paſt, and gone; 
Merry we were, yet free from all offence, 
Ard there were no men charg d with our Expence. 
Unto a penny we our reckoning paid, 

Then who can blame the Widdow, Wife, and Maid, 
For meeting, and kinde drinking each With other ? 
Men can their own carowſings cloſely ſmother, 
Their Pottles, and their Gallons hand to hand, 

Their drinking healths untill they cannot ſtand ; 

And yet there are no Books in Rime to ſhow it: 

B wt well, wee! have a Wench to be our Poet, 

And pay them home becauſe they do provoke , 
So pray read on, wee l ſtand to What we ſpokg. 
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T he (onference. 


Widdow. (a. guy: Cos » Jeſq ! how — oe e 
on are a — Chꝛiſt met we two e 2 
ee, ant bald Czonght you bither 

, 2 on 
That we ould meet at { Wavern dn together +» 


Wife. In truth, kinde Conz — from the Pawn, 
A loſt m labour there 
2 — — (9 gion: — [Fa | 
a” Hi note me, which 21 
! ; 
bien hindered, — 


Wife. Me hath that's to bide upon. 
id. W now Beſſe ? to unſ&n 
eee eee 


Aue f 
Ion neg 
n , 

Du Bat in Kt benete, und away, no moze. 
fe. in good ſa __ mult awap, 
Py ban Toth, — drow 


h, I carmot ſtays 
TICS 
Wid. four the way mp ſelf; L — IM a life, 


Fe tne ins And A was eld and Ui 


Wife. Where we be? Vintner J 
Wife. God Comen a9 loot take -— 7 mon 
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Wid, B met 
Ile one ics that, u ll ayer — don * 


look that A i onld be leader. 
Wie. Toa Tau, that 's becauſe — area nimble treader. 


Vint, are welcome Gentlewomen ; what wine dzink ys? 

Wid, Alls on to me What ſay you M firis Beſſe ? 

Wite. Mhat wine s the beſt foz our complexion, think pe? 

Vine. J have no Phyſick. Wife. Pet good bother ghele. 
Wid. Why haſt thou Claret? Vint. J, ths beft in London. 
Wid. Either fill god, be b2tef, 0; leave it undone. 


Vint Gentlewomen, this isneat and pare, 
Wife, * take it yon know good Mine and Beer. 
Wid. Gos Lozd, god L o2d, that you grow ſo demure 
Lets diink familiar, wherefoze come we here? 

This to pou both b, Conz Grace, ad Miſtris Beſſe, 

A fall carouſe, Jle _ — no lefſe, 


Tis pꝛett — truth 

We'll ha — — 0 

Af here were: men, _ would not dzink it up 

Foz twonty pounds my ſelf, but now all's 'ons : 
Sometime wet lip, aud ſmell the wines eue, 
And take a kiſle, rather then marre our Nuke. 


Ent now lets barre vitembling — be -—_ 
And in good earneſt entertain dur wi 
This touch and fat, it makes the me nf 3 17 
Whatreaſon now we ſhould be foolt 
No Lovers nos no Duters here that wot, 
We hove god lime and Ltquoz, let's 4 leeſe it. 


Wife, Content, ſap J. nay Beſle, J'll be the gkinker. 
Maid In truth th, foxfooth, a full cup doth excell: 
Good L'dod, A am become a mighty dzinker. 
Wid. Another Pint, the fellow us d us well: 

wife J by my troth, the wine is good in frath ? 
Fill t'other Pint. wit Pꝛethee go right, (wert pouth. 


Wile. 


"Tis merry when Goſsjps meet. 
Wife, Now Conz, here's to our friends in Soper Lane 
Wid. Let co ber Con92n, I will pledge them all. 
VVife. But Jeſus Chaiſt *what is become of lanc ? 
vvid. Db, ſhe is gone to dwell by London - wall. 
Geod God! (in ſooth) J never was moze merry, 
Chen when we both did dwell in Bu-klers Berry. 


Now heavenly Chziſt how merry we habe bern. 

But pet one time we had a ernell ffirre : 

A D2apers man and ſhe was mighty in. 

Wie. A pzay what ſhe with him, 92 he with her ? 
Wid. Faith both in love: Well, Iane's an honeſt maid, 
But Lozd the pzanks that we mad wenches plaid. 


Me Piſtris got my Maſter to conſent , 
One Midſummer, the being very ill, 
Lo leave the City, and to live in kent; 
By which good hap we had the houſe at will: 
There Roger, lance, and J, met every night. 
VVvite. Pers Beſſe: good bzother fill s a Quart of White. 


Vid. No muſick in the evening we dtd lack, 
Duch dancing, 7 you would — it: 
of the dantieſt burned Sack, 


Whole Pottlos 
'Twold do a weneh good at the heart to dzink it. 
Such ſtoze of ng Galliards, I do vow , 


Not one could dance, but lohn come kiſſe me now. 


And let them talk and pzaiſe the marriage life 
To be ſo full of pleaſure as they ſay * * ; 
J that have liv'd both Wivvow, Paid, and Tice, 
And try'dall pleaſare'ebery kinde of way, 
Know what to do, and will maintain this ſtill, 
Phat of the thzee, Paids have the wozld at will. 


Wife. Y faith they have and have not; fo2 you know, 
(Put to tie dog, here's none but friends, pon ſee ) 
hey ſap, Love c:eeperty, where it cannot go: 
Maids muſt be married, left ep marr'd ſhould be, 
3 


Ab ill 
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2 will be (woz2n, befoze J ſaw fifteen, 
A wiſht that J my wedding day hav ſ&@n, 


Wid Tulb, tittle, tattle: Beſſe, it muſt be done; 
My Conzen thinks not as her woꝛds tmpozt, 
I could not fo2 a wozld have liv d a Mun: 
Db leth is frail, we are a ſinful ſoꝛt; | 
J know that beauteous wenches are inclin d 
To harbour handſome men within their minde. 


Wiſe. Coozen, pon mean, becanſe a Paid is free, 

Yaving no head to keep her body under. 

She lives a life not bound ſo much as we: 

The jeſt is ſimple, and it makes me wonder, 
That you that have with venus ſpozts been fed, 
Should put ſuch erroꝛs in a maidens head. 


W id. Nay, but J pzap vou underſtand my reaſon, 

The pouthfuli favours that thep do attain, 

F02 this you know, that all the woing ſeaſon, 

Duters with gifts continnall, ſeek to gain 
Tbetr Miſtris love, to joyn with their affection, 
With wozds and lines humbled in ſubjedion. 


Wife That's verp trne, the bounty of thetr loves 
Are lib'rail ſtill with many a kinde reſpec ; 
In conſcience J had twenty pair of Gloves, 
When J was Mald, given to that effect ; 
Garters, Knives, Purſes,Girdles, ftoze of Rings, 
And many a thouſand dainty pꝛetty things. | 


W d. Well Conzen, well,theſs _ date be paſt. 
Wife. Tis berp true, with us that doth change: 
Mere ſtands a cup of wine; pzay whodzank laſt ? 
Wid. Why that dis J to Beiſe, Lo2d, Paids be ſtrange, 
Ther look fo2 thouſand wozds of ſweet and pꝛap. 
And fake few things, to which they ſap not nap. 


aid. Tis Maidens modeRy to uſe dentall, 


"Ts merry when Goſsips meet, 


A willing offer cometh twice o2 thzice. 
Wid. But here s a cup of wine doth ſtand foz trpall, 
We e ns ions Berle, (wer mons of that 
2a your ö elle, none at 
T2 and Utrginity kept ale vzinks flat. ; 


— You =» _ in — like men; 
ow by my gen | 
| Wi. Tut, wench, God knows when we ſhall met agen: 1 
No2 need we fear of sto be blamed ; " | 
Our ſcent of wine ſhall not by them be felt, 
The married wife in kiſſing will ve (melt. 


Wife. Oh Conz. if that bo all the woꝛſt, I care not. 
Ilo take allowance even with the beit, 
This Cup to pon ; you (hall not (ay J dare not: 
My Pusband ſmell > Dh Jeſu ! there's a jeſt, 

AJ care as little foz mp husbands — 

As any weonch this hour in London dwelling: 


Wid. Tis well yon ned not, ſure, J take him kinde. N = 

Wife: As kinde a man as woman need to lye with. A 

Maid. Mould J as well were fitted to my minde, \ 

A loving man, who would not live and dye with? | 
Wid. My PYusvand did to other loves incline. || 
Wife. Nap, mine ts conſtant, by thts cup of wine. | 


Maid, Now Chziſt, how wives and widdows take occaffon 
T enlarge their credit oz diſpꝛaiſe 
Some harbour foaloas thonghts, ſoms kind perſwaſtons, 
In ſome — — in ſome the woman ſtraves: 

And when meet, they ſo diſcourſe and ſcan, 
About whoſe choics hath got the kindeſt man. 


Wife. Alas (good B-(e) thou ft thou know'f not what, 
Why jadgement is hs rs 2 
There is an old grave tells us, that 

Suck as die Maids, do all lead Apes in hell: 


F rather wil A live would pearig marry, 


Than: 


— 6 
— —— ee tr 


— 22 * 
— —ͤ—-— — 
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Than waiting / maid on ſach pzeferment tarrx. 


Maid. That Pꝛoberbs oof can do tle lead, 
But married wives ot give and take 1 — 
Taurus ſo rules and guides their busbands 
9 every night they ſleep in Wozn-wozk caps 
p2ap what p20verb is it that allows 
EL. devils piaure on yore gnobands! bots ? 


V Vid, Encugh von w2angling Wenches, ge do, (ame, 

Take me in dzink, leave off pour pets. aon; 

Þ2ay bꝛother fill a pint mo2e of the ſame 

V vite, Conzen, belike peu mean to dzink in faſhion; 
We ſhall be trim d, and have our wits refin'd, 
Y faith we ſhallz if you may have your minds. 


Vvid. Now to your Husband, Conz. this full tarauſe. 
VVife. In truth Y — pen.c0 I thank dent ; 
To all our — Befle, at your mothers 
Maid. Thanks gentle Miſtreſſe Grace, J dank bu t newly. 
Vite. Beſhzew my heart. this wfne is not the west. 
vid. Good faith me thinks tis better than tho firft, 


v vife. But Couzen, pzcthee art not yet toward mary s 
Maid. Truly Jam, and am nat, as it 

A Gentleman of paſſing gallant carriage, | 

Doth ply me hard, one dg bath IIs Lands: : 


Handlomer man never . 

By thts god dzink, a Aubert e, _ 
To try his love, cometimes 1 Ae 7h. 
And (by this Candle) be will 


and weep.  : 
VVite. Now, be np trath, thats gas wp of mans ris; 
Let me complain, Chꝛiſt what a co 0 8 


Asking what apis ny 

By Love, my Deb my! 
Vv.d. Dee, ſee, hol l ay, wa 
I fozce a ſigh, with hþ 


1M 


Maid - Bh eee ee 
a dezen groans * 


ie merry when Coſoiss meer. 
dis comes (lapes he) to lye without a man. 
carp ſayss,Kinde'love,thon bꝛerdſt pong bones; 
Mell Jobn (ſaꝝ ) you jeff to ſe my pain. 
Then (by this wine) the fool will weep again 


V Vid. Cons, you are you have ſuch a one, 

Make much of him, a Jewell wench thou halt: 

But I had one would let me ener and grone:; 

F 
e ö elt, 

I would have done a thing 2 woll, let that roſt. 


ls neber truff a Red-bair d man again, 
f I could libe a hundged yeers that's flat: 
is turn cannot be [grv'd with ond oz twain, 
nv how can any woman ſuffer that? 
A know tis better fotake w:ong than do it, 
But pet in ſuch a caſs fleſh leads us to it. 


Maid. Why, is a red-bair d man ſo bad of liſe: 
What ſay you to a yellow flaxen hair? | 
vid. Rot une among a hundzed true t his wife, 
Chat conſtant loyali hearted thoughts doth bear; 
They love, but dow? as did ide pouth of Grecce. 
From every wench to gain a golden Fleece. 


And they whole mindes have this affection 
Becauſe I would have Beſſe ta ta y bd) : 
reſacy as axe call d Sanguine of cam plex. n, 
Feeabik erz no ſach Suter (p&d : 

= t by experience and good trypall, 

all bair-colours, gtve that hair dental. 


A Nut-bzown colour, oꝛ an Acozneſther, 
Pay both da well, and are to be-allow'd 2 
warencalonr hath no great fault neither; 
Bat L 5 ragged chin, oy be vow'd, 
by me perpe d. 
And with my heels I ſcozn it, op the Lo2d, 


A man 
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A man whoſe Beard ſeems ſcar d with ſpirits t have been, 
That wants the wozthieſt race-bgedth.leng 4 thicknes, 
And bath no difference 'twixt his noſe 
But all bis hairs have got the falling cknefle, 

Whoſe fo2e-front looks like Jack-an-apes behinde : 

She that can love him, bears a ſcurvey minde. 


Wife. Jap what ſay vou to my * ? 
Tye rar ſt com that you 
Wid. The golden Sentence; — Mack bearded men 
3 ecious pearls in beanteons womons epos; 
— lopall hearts none ſafkly can contronl, 
4 12 a black man, Conzen, with my ſoul. 


Wite. Let Befle not this, foz when J was a Paid, 
And ts the love of men began to bow, 
J gave great ear to that which women ſalh, 
When they were merry met, às we are now: 
Wea, and my mother did perſwade me too, 
Wench ( would He lay)note what pour Elders ds, 


That leon wifhont dn; rag rait mine own, 
She need not to repeat it ober twice: 
2000 uickly ſmelt what twas to live alone, 
hat to be kinde in live, what to be — * 
Vint. Anan, auan, what is t ( fozſooth) 
Wid, Maloſages, bzother,and a pint of 


Maid. , inf; mi tis time 

e e lea, = 
1 a 

Maid, They [2p Enongh'y as 020d os any fg 53; 
Wid. Andeed my wench, enough 5a Feall, that's right; 
But we want that, whichlye alone all night. 


Wife 2 both may mend the matter when pou will, 
Whote fault is t but your odon, you do not marry ? 
od made not Beſſe to lite a maiden Kill. 

Maid. Falih tis my mothers counſell that J tarry. 


— _ when "TY meer. 
pong men come a wo 
2 — 


w, you muſk not pee be deln. 


Wid. Now, 2 good 1 pour — 4 _— is to blame, 
—— - - — 4 _ claim. 


— Flftan: ? 1 h A boa ff that laſt Lad - : 
Pon are deceſd'd, lip A am no ſuch pou 
ſixteen when next March comes, in truth. 


Wid. B my heart, but that ga godly time, 

1 id. Beſhzeto wp heart, but I could ſay ſo too; N 

J would not linger ont my youthfull pꝛime, 

n e 
Eotsards Batchelozs how Maidens onght fo be. 


Maid. J, J know ſomething foo, but what of that? 
Our Parents wills , you knam, mult be obeꝑ d. 
Wite. Well, ſap they muſt: — I tell you what 
A Schollar — = when I was a maid, 

Df Parri they habe no power to bzeak it; 


— * ＋ debe bene ene 


Maid. FF you ſ 6e: 
Pro mot —— . — 
Wife. A my wo2d, Beſſe, your Pother's make the right. 


Wid, Bother, J map th om let Wiwinebo burn d. 

And ſ e (god pot be ready : 

Tome 3 I 
wo on wag bank 10 7 beady. 


Wiſe, Swest Elſabech, pac a — 
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pet truſt me Conzen, when J was a Girl, 

Fo2 Tavern, no young man could get me fo it, 

Neither fo2 love, gold, pzectons ſtones, oz pearl: 

My tongue denide, when heart inclinde fo do it. 
Foz (by my faith) J ever lob's good wine, 
But oft refrain d, A was ſo maſ(den fine. 


Wid. Mell, wot pou Beſſe, fo — Ale dzink to now. 


Duꝛte as J live, unto pour titer Sifle, 


And to the ponth that did the Angell bow, 
And ſent it foz a Token : truth, half this: 
He loves pon both, upon my be 
Reſolve it, 02 you w2ong him Beſſe, in oth, 


Maid. Mis love to mg A little do regard, 
Perhaps my ſiſter volh reſpect it moze. 
Wi. Then Elſabeth, in — you uſe him 
Maid, Mob hard he hath his — Abe 

J will not lobe him, whatſoere be 

Ile have a handſome man, oz none — a, | 


W = BH dag rb 6 do . 
Na 
Wid. Pou Ke a fro 4 Want Lb: ; wi (maintain you well. 


21217. J tell pon, A a pzoper man reſpect : 
Dye thin at I lth ſuch Divarſvl ze me, 


That ſhaltUſgrace ms, as he goes befoze me 2 
Ile have 4 ca0 ly man fr head to fot , 


In whoſe neat ae n be ſpide: 


Mboſe! u grace no bio 02 his boot 
— 44 p by his fide. ; 
With ſuch a one me 2 
He ſhall be welcome tomy 
wife. Beſſe. and th'art wiſe, A at at epi fill, 


4 wok be loony my 2 win; 


Ind lo 9 Aoinb to ther: — 1 ＋ ſozrow. 


Wench, 


*Tis merry when Goſsips meer. 


Mench, let it be thy rule at any hand, 3 
To make thy choice even as thy minde doth ſtand. - 


Manp do match (as true as this is Mine) 
Uith ſome Dunce,Clown,oz Guli,they care not who; 
Foz no cauſe but to be maintained fine, 
And have their wills in what they pleaſe to do : 
Mhen their hearts love s as much in other things, 
As there ts vertue in mine Apꝛon ⸗ſtrings. 


Wid. Falth tis to true. Fough, what a filthy (mell > 
As ſure as death Jam e en like to choke. 
Maid. Me thinks I feel my ſelf not very well, 
Now out upon t, it is Tobacco ſmoak ze 
Knock Cozen, knock, here is a filthy ſmother, 
Fo2 Gods love quick, ſome Juniper, [wet 1Bzother, 


Wid. There cannot be a moe deteſted ſtink, 

And pet you ſee how dainty many makes it. 

Maid. As true as it ts wine that J do dzink, 

J would nat foz a Crown, kilſe one that takes it. 
Wife My Husband is ſo kinde an haneft man, 
That he ll touch none, it J ſay, ds not John 


Wid. Mis commendation certain is the moze, | 
With one another we are bound to bear: 
He bears with pon, you favour him therefoze. L 
Wife @nrelp J do, as both of pon (hall bear, 

Lis death to him foſmell but a Goſ-ppe, 

And therefoze Gooſe fleſh never do J buy. 


Wid. That's a ſtrange matter, ſure J love a Gooſe, 
But foz a Wood-cock J did never care 
Wife. When J eat Pix, if makes wy body looſe. | 
Maid, A love a tender Rabit oz a Yare, { | 
A Turkey pye, 02 Pigeon fo a næd, | 
But on groffe ers fleſh J cannot feed. 
B 3 Wife, 
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Wife, Comen, when I lay in of my firſt Bor, 
Loꝛd how J long d to eat a Partridge wing 
And when it came my ſfomack had no joy, 
But all my minde was on another thing: 
Chou ſhalt not lack (quoth John) what gold will buy; 
Mhy then (ſwert / heart) let's havea Cherry-pye. 


If London yeeld it (love) thou ſhalt not lack, 
Do kinde, me thinks J bear him till repeat it: 
But haſting down the ſtairs, J call d him back; 'S 
is full of ſtones ( quoth J) J cannot eat it. | 
With that he kiſt me, and began to weep, 
And J being ſomething heavp, fell aſlesp. 


But then J feli into the ſtrangeſt dzeam 
Df fire and water that you ever heard: 
And I was troubled, Conz, the-moſt extreme 
3 one ol night. — 210 a — — 2 
nd a Coc neither Dparsno2 Com 
And with the little Bitch pou have at home. b. 


wid. Why ſurely now yon talk of dʒeams in ſadneſte 
I dzeam'd laſt night two Cats did leap and _ 
Plaping together with great ſpoꝛt and gladneſſe, 
Untill one cams to part them with a whip. 

J laughed that my beart did ake thereat, 

Ta ſce the fooliſh fellow whip the Cat. 


Wife. A pzetty jeſt : But Beſſe, to whom d ee dzink 2 
A ſpp a fauit, you do pour ſelf fozget 3 
The wine ſtauds waiiing in the Cap me think, 
Pzethee, my wench, let's have our lips kept wet. 
A pledge thee Girl: nap ſweet now dꝛink it ap, 
A Gollips round, that's every one a Cup. 


Muſicians come in. 


Wid, Conzen, here's Fiblers, let ns hear a ſong, 
But look, — friends, it be a pleaſing thing. Maid. 
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Maid. J am afraid then we ſhall ſtay foo long, 
Wid. No, no. J warrant, come on, quickly ſing. 
Wife. Let it tou ch men, A pꝛay in any caſe ; 

This pouih (me thinks) will do it with a grace. 


The Song. 


Hat's a womans chief delight > 
To give a man his hearts content, 
How doth he the ſame re quite? 
Love her till the ſport be ſpent. 
You that doubt it, do but try, 
Men will flatter, cog, and lye. 


VVith —— words they ſue, 
Vowing conſtant faith and love 
Women tbink their oaths are true, 
Till (poor ſouls) they try and prove: 
T hen they finde, when help is paſt, 
For a night their love doth laſt, 


Their own ſtories tell their lives, 
How unconftant they have dealt; 
Honeſt Widdows, Maids, and Wives, 
Have their double dealing felt, 
All will ſay, that are not blinde, 
Men are falſe, and women kinde, 


When they yow, truſt not their ſwearing, 
When they ſmile, think they will fewn , 
Give their flattering but the hearing, 
If they can they l put you down: 
Since they ſeek your overthrow, - 
Keep them from the thing you know. 


For 
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For to be in great requeſt, 
Make your love exceeding ſtrange : 
Try good earneſt out in jeſt; 
Deal with flattery by change : 
As they come, ſo let them paſſe. 
Turn difſemblers out to graſſe. 


Wife. N Ob God-a-mercy Bop, this Bong is true, 
I prethee drink, tis good to mend thy voice. 
Wid. Haſt thou not ſuch another that is new 2 
Boy. Pes, J have one is callo, The Maids bad choice; 
Penn d by a Maid her ſelf, whoſe conſtant truth 
Was lately w2onged by a Merchants ponth. 


Wid Ding it p:cthe. 


| T he Song. 


—— London maids, give car to me, 
That am in love, your own, 

And born within the City walls, 
Well friended, and well known. 


My ſelf I will not ſeem to praiſe, 

It werea note of pride: 
What beauty there is in my face, 
Or comely limbs beſide. 


My ready wit, and quick conceit, 
To break a nimble jeſt : 

And all good parts and qualities, 
I mean to let them reſt, 


The Art I have in Needle-work, 
Embroid'ry rich in Geld- bs 
f Vvich 


'Tis merry when Goſsips meet, 


V Vith Lace, and Stitch, and evety thing 


That may ot can be told, 


For Dancing, 2nd my skill in Song 
I muſt and will be mute: 

My playing on the Virginalls, 
And tickling of the Lute. 


I'll bury all my own good parts, 
And of a youth will ſpeak ; 

V V hoſe moſt unkinde bad qualities 
Do make my heart to break. 


How he is call'd, I will conceal, 
And not reveal the ſame : 

Becauſe I'll leave him like a Jew, 
Vvithout a Chriſtian name. 


He ply'd me long as Suiters do; 
(I mean theſe ſubtill men) 

And we had often meetings too; 
It skills not where, nor when. 


He vow d he loy'd me conſtantly, 
Far dearer then his life : 

And would himſelf, deſtroy himſelf, 
Except I were his wife. 


I being ( as poor wenches be) 
Moſt kinde where love doth ſting, 
Conſented to, (I ſhameto tell) 
And let him do the thing. 


This done which cannot be undone, 
(' Tis now fix Months too late) 
C 
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'Tis merry when Goſsips meet. 


I am turd off, my youth hath got 
Another loving mate, 


One that hath reither wit nor wealth, 
Beauty nor comely grace ; 

One that is Kitchin-ſtuff ro me, 
Her ſtock is known lo baſe. 


ie, who would truſt tis wicked world? 
Maidens take heed, be wiſe ; 

I am not Widdow, Wife, nor Maid, 
But of another fize. 


Maid, Jace this Song exc&ding well indeed : 

I here's ix pence t ward the Mulick with my heart 
Wife. Beſſe, tis good warning, wench foz yon, take hed. 
Maid. Ile ſ& him hang d would p lap me ſuch a part: 

He that ſhould come and offer but to f&1, 
I would e en ſcozn that fellow with my herl. 


Wid. Well, go⸗to Conz, go fozward with the the reſt, 
Wife. What reff, I pzay? J know nom not what vou mean. 
Wid. No? why of her that is your neighbours gueſt. 
Wiſe, Tis true, my gallant ulken quean ; 
I had fo2got the talk J was about. 
The Fidlers coming in, clean put me out. 


Mhy ſhe fozſcoth a'nt pleaſe you) is ſo fine , 

obe never d2zinks, mnleſle (he dine oz (ap ; 

And then ſhe hath her pennp pot of wine. 

Wid. Marry and glp, ſome body take her np : 
Some Docdozs ch, Cneginend fag her ohell, 

That takes in Diet by the Dꝛam and Pill. 


Wife. My husband doth allow mo, Ale beſwozn, 
A Pan nee eons M ders: I un 


Hf 4 > © 


Tis merry when Goſs1ps marr. 


I tell you (as my ena g 4 would e en ſcozn 
To dine oz ſup Cee ng in a per: 
knows the way — — me in mp diet, 
3foza month 4 wal be out of quiet. 


Then if he ſees me ont of patience once, 
O Chꝛiſt how he will ſeek to make amends; 
Tyen I do ſigh. to grieve him fo2 the nonce, 
Weherewith he ll kiſſe, and ſay, Sweet love be friends: 
J let him Liſe, ano ſpea« me fair a while, 
And when the ſullen humour s paſt, A (mile. 


Wid. A cannot chooſe but pꝛaiſe ty pꝛettꝑ wit; 

It is the very courſe that J would take, 

Thon entertain ſt his humour paſcing fit. 

Maid, Why J tbonght men had lov d foz kindneſſe ſake. 
vVife A Sam Wench, Hod knows thou art not in it; 
She that will ſettle love, muſt this way win it. 


Maid. Indeed I never heard that trick befoze ; 
J thonght _ — — _ be fed — kindenefTe. 
V Vite. God he 8, Beſſe, not one am alcoze; 
Tbat opin lonts but maidens blindeneſſe : 

In 19215 ng thou knobo t little, it appears, 

But it will come, foz now theu com t to years, 


= woman, if we ſeem not in behavionr 
1 rs car d not greatly to conſozt, 
01 il at: klembez they do 2008 mie favour, 
3 Et — — eanings 
Mhich makes them lobe, an cids good 4 beſide. 


This foz pour lntruction, Beſſe, I have diſcloſ d. 
Maid. In truth J yeeld mozs ö (RE BEA * fold. 
Vvid. ers 's to pou both again po you be diſ 
LOS, whtle you Fall, the war — 
Wife. Come, dzaw you 4 fall fo, 3 pꝛap begin, 
Pau know colo Puddſngs aronot wortha pin. 1 
10. 
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"Ts merry when Goſsips meet. 


vvid. Pow pzetty ſalt they taſte? but tis the better; 

Moſt rare,yfatth, to dzink down @ack withall ; 

Beſſe. Pꝛap goto; will yon — er? 

Why d pe not pledge me ? troth and faith pou ſhall. 
Maid. ap ſure, all this? truſt me tis moze than ne&d, 
In truth, in ſadneſle, now in very ded. 


Wid Well, if pon do not. Be ſſe, por do me wꝛong. 
Maid Pon ſhall not be foꝛſwoꝛn foz twenty peund: 
How t burns mp belly as it goes along. 
vic, p turn is next, and ſo it paſſeth round: 
Lok, Gentlewomen is it full d'pe think ? 
I ſcozn to be entreeted, take my dzink. 


wi. Why laugh pou, Conz : (ſweet now let me know, 
Maid, An odbe conceit I think on, makes me ſmile. 
TAhenJ am fo2th in compyny, 02 ſo. 
Yew by the dꝛachm IJ take in wine that while; 
KiCing the cup, upon the wine I frown, 
And ſo with ſmelling it, I ſet it down, 


Some ſimple fool (all manners fo2 his wit) 
Comes on me with the French ſalute moſt quaintly, 
And ſayes, [wet mend uw draught, you dzink no whit, 
In troth you (ew your ſelf too Patden-dainty ; 

Dꝛink better, Laby, at my kinde requeſt ; 

I (ay (ſweet ſir) A can no wine digeſt. 


vvid. Parry we'll bear pcu witnefſe when peu will; 
Jletake; my oath on fMable-boks; 4 
The laſt fall Cup hi e = mighty ill: 
Some Roſa Solis; (& pale ſhe looks: 
Another Pint of He taſtedlaſt, 
Co bzeak winde with, and then the wont is pat. 


vVife. Good (pfaith) good. my Conz is in the vein, 
Ile match _— it — I bold a Crown : 
Fill none, unleſs abou 


t again. 
Content, ſap J; you ſhall not put ms down, 


"Tis merry when Goſsips meet. 


ow ſayſt thou, Beſſe, (hall it be ſo Girl, ſpeak > 
you J I make one, pay God mp Girdls beak, 


Wife. Talk not ſo leud ; what will folks think that hear ? 
The very Uintners boy laught when pon ſpake. 
Wid. Had I ſeen that, J would have bis eas, 
Why, maſter Bop, we'll pay fo2 what we take: 
Baſe grom, I ſay, although thou tak it me mellow, 
Inow,ſmoth fac d Knave,J am pour Miſtris fellow. 


Wife. God Lozd, what als my Conzen be ſo hot ? 
Tuch, let it paſſe. pou know bopes ſawcy bo. 
V vid. It ſhall not be fozgtben. noz foꝛgot. 
Pour maſter lives (you llave) by ſuch as we 
Call fo2 areckoning ; lets know what's to pay; 
By heaven, I ſcoʒn a minute moze to ſtay, 


Wzother, J pꝛap, is it your maſters minde, 

Pour fellow boy ſhould flont gueſts when they dzink 2? 

Vintner, My maſters will is fo2 to uſe pon kinde. : 

Wi. Twill ſcath him moze, my friend, then pou do think: 
What is thy name? Vint. Fo2ſoth mp name is will, 
Wid. What country-man? Vin. Fozſcoth at ich ⸗ſtreet hil. 


Wid. William, we come not here to be abuſed, 
There are moꝛe Taverns beſides yours in town: 
We can go whers we might be courfgons uſed. 
Vint. Jn truth. fozxſcoth, my fellows but a clown. 

Wid. William, we have ſome credit we dwell : 


And willam, boyes ſhould uſe their betters well. 


Foz William, ſap the caſe were but pour own, 
And that you were as we are at this ſeaſon, 
With friends a dzinking where you are anknown, 
Mould you be flonted 2 Vint. By my faith noreaſon. 
Wid. William, thou anſwer'R like a of ſenſe, 
Fozſurely, William, _ great 0 . 
3 a 


And 
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And vvilliam, J would pou underſtand, + 
Me ll pap pour maſter bo the wine we have. 
Vint O Loꝛd, fozſooth, as ſure as in my hand. 
Wid, V villiam, we come not to entreat oz crave: 
We met together, v villiam, at your dwz, 
And enter d fo2 a Pint, which fell out moze. 


Vvilliam, we will not be beholding (ſ& ye) 

Unto pour maſter moꝛe then to another: 

CTis foz god wine and welcoms we come to pe, 

Oꝛ farewell vvilliam, and you wers mp bother ; 
And therefoze, v Villiau?, this abuſe we ſcoꝛn. 
Foz we are London Gentlewomen bozn. 


Why William know here's neither Siſſ:, noz Kate: 
Vint, No, ſo God help me, J voſce you are not. 
wid Thinks Sauce your fellow, we uſe Parots pzate 2 
Vvillam, our talk is boneſt, and we care not 

If all the Pariſh were in place to bear if, 

No, by this Cup. Vint. Pfaith vou nesd not ſwear it. 


Foxſooth, J truſt your wine was very good > 
V Vid. VVilliam, J grant the wine was not amiſſe; 
But that baſe Boy doth bex me to the blood: 
William, a man would ne er habe offer d this: 
The Pꝛoverb ſapes, Tis Manners that doth make. 
VVilliam, give gueſts good wozds foz manners ſake. 


Vvilliam, when cam ſt thou in this houſe to dwell? 
Vine. Fozſooty, about thzee peers agone, laſf May. 
Wid William, ſerve God, and thy matter well; 
'T will be thine own,  1iliam, another day. 

Pour maſters marrisd, william, is he not? 

Vint. Pes fozſooth, pes, a miſtris J have got. 


wid, William, your Maſter hath no childꝛen by her? 
Vin No, forſth, — I cant the be with childe, 

To have a Boy lhe hath a great deſtre. 

wid. o would not J, V Villiaw,foz Boyes be wilde 


'Tis merry when Goſsips meet. 


Though Girls erp, Williaw, till they be bepiſt, 
—— give me : Cirl, take Boyes TU. 


Wife, Couzen, pon do fozget pour ſelf me think. 

Mhen geile and J come we ſhall be chid. 

Wid. 1 the Cup fo William, let him dzink. 

vint. In truth, fozſooth, tis the laſt thing A did. 
Wite. Good William dzink J pzethe, William do. | 
Vint. Fozſooth J pledge pou, and I thank xe too. | | 


ow Gentlewomen, I intreat you ſpeak, | 

nd name the wine, a Pint J will go fill. | 
Wiſe. No, Wilham, no, there's many Uintners bzeak ; d 
Let it alone, p;etbee, kinde hearted Will; | 

It is enough, if you one Rule do keep, 

And that is this, Nick not your Pot tos deep. 


Where is much knavery in your Trade foz that, | 
Mhich will not thzive, who ever uſe the ſame : ) 
Dꝛaw bzisk to Londoners, let clowns dꝛink flat, 
T bat take in wine but oncly fog the name 
Out⸗fate the fols but with a coggiug tale, 
Foz all their judgement 's in a pot of Ale. 


— tan perſwade them that their taſte is bad, 1 
nd boaſt gour wine, that there's no better dzawn, | 
Che like in London is not to be had; 
When all is falſe, and but an outward fawn. 
Wid, Couzen, we know Untners can do amiſſe, 
But we might have drank Williams Mint by this. 


Vint. Troth yon (hall habe if inſtantl run. 
wife. Why is your fanlt, Teupen, LEA leave, 
Wid. Tut, gang bim knave, this Pint, and we have done, 
no mkv Batik mie | 
We'iltake it kinvely, cauſe be gives it willing, 4 
In.“ ; 


* 2 * 


Ti merry when Goſeips met. 
Genflewomen, —＋ 1 thank gen all. 


ler, 
Pon ſbail command the. _— the Celler. 


VVid. illiam, and now 
eee . 


vvid. p down the monies 
i man E 
Villiam, good night, 3 1 pyonr Plate. 


